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ie scent of your body is acrid with time.   He is BO longer
ie vain youth/'

" Kotikokura------"

My head between my hands, plunged in sorrow, I meditated
[y thoughts were punctured from time to time by the vision
f Allatu, my first wife, of Allatu, my last wife, and by the
lonotonous repetition of my name.

Suddenly I rose,

" Kismet! " I exclaimed. " It is the win of Kalarba,
?ather of Fathers."

I placed my hands slowly around the throat of the old
voman. I pressed gently, tenderly.

The old woman did not budge. She looked at me, a light
>f recognition and gratitude flickering in her eyes.

" Kotik-----" she gasped.

One more pressure.

" Kot------"

Her head sank upon my chest, like one too long weary.

" Allatu," I wept.

I carried Allatu to the hill which faced the temple.

I uprooted several trees and set fire to them. In the heart
of the flames I placed Allatu.

" O Great Ape," I prayed, my lips pasted to the earth,
" Take the soul of Allatu, daughter of Allatu, daughter of
Allatu, daughter of AUatu, since the beginning of Time.
Breathe it into a young and beautiful body once more, that
Kotikokura, your son, may have his wife again." I spat
reverentially.

I raised my head upward, and prayed to Catapha.

" O Catapha, God of the World, accept the soul of Allatu,
wife of Kotikokura, your son, and return her to me young
and beautiful in other lands and other days."

I clutched my cardinal points with the utmost zeal.

Over the ashes of Allatu I sprinkled the juice of immortality.
The earth trembled. A great wind howled. The sky bent.